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DEDICATION. 


TO    MY    MOTHER. 


As  roses  cast  their  sweetest  scent 

Around  the  tree  on  which  thej  flourished  ; 

As  birds  send  forth  their  gayest  notes 

Among  the  groves  where  thej  were  nourished  ; 

As  up  to  cloudj  founts  of  Heaven 

The  crystal  streams  their  floods  restore  ; 

And  sunlight  flashes  back  from  earth 

To  parent  skies  for  evermore ; 

Thus  I  would  render  back  to  Thee 

Some  answering  love  for  fostering  care, 

Though  all  the  form  that  love  can  take 

Be  simple  rhyme  and  fervent  prayer. 


SEEKING    THE    LIGHT. 


Seeking  the  light  !  Look  round  upon  the  world ; 
See  Life's  great  purpose  everywhere  revealed. 
There's  not  a  bird  uprising  in  the  air, 
There's  not  a  violet  in  the  woods  concealed, 
But  struggles  upward  to  the  beckoning  sky 
To  catch  the  brightness,  or  to  fade  and  die ; 

Seeking  the  light ! 
The  loftier  growth  pines  most — a  sappling  tree 
Will  battle  through  the  forest's  giant  press. 
Thrusting  to  Heaven  a  bare  and  branchless  stem, 
Unbeautiful  in  that  green  wilderness ; 
Man  notes  it  not — or  scorns — but  far  above 
Its  leaves  are  drawing  to  the  rays  they  love. 

Seeking  the  light ! 
"  Let  there  be  light."     Shall  human  hearts  alone 
Not  struggle  upward  to  the  sacred  goal  ? 


Shall  man  presume  to  draw  a  veil  on  Heaven, 
And  check  the  mighty  instincts  of  the  soul  ? 
Perchance  the  spirits  that  we  deem  astray 
Are  far  above  us  on  their  glorious  way, 

Seeking:  the  lio'ht  ! 
As  this  world  follows  her  familiar  sun, 
That  sun  around  some  central  point  revolves, 
And  Light's  great  source  enshrined  draws  to 

Himself 
The  Light  of  Truth  He  from  Himself  evolves  ; 
From  His  creation  claiming  Faith  and  Love, 
He  bends  to  earth  from  His  White  Throne  above, 

Seeking  the  light  ! 
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NIGHT, 


The  sonth  wind  sighs, 

The  daylight  dies, 

But  Night  like  Death  a  veil  has  riven  ; 

Earth  gaining  sight 

By  loss  of  light, 
Looks  up  to  meet  the  eyes  of  Heaven. 

Silent  and  still, 

No  sound  can  fill 

The  space  where  yonder  star  hosts  glisten. 

Yet  voiceless  speech 

The  soul  can  reach 
Of  all  who  hush  this  life,  to  listen. 

We  cannot  see, 

But  it  may  be, 

Stars  carry  smiles  from  the  true-hearted. 


And  every  ray 
May  be  a  way, 
Thoughts  come  and  go  between  the  parted. 

As  Night  reveals 

What  Day  conceals, 

And  worlds  arise  when  one  is  clouded, 

So  Death  the  Seer, 

Makes  Life  more  clear, 
All  Heaven  shall  shine  when  earth  is 
shrouded  ! 
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STANZAS. 


To  the  All-Perfect  every  act  aspires, 
That  has  in  it  one  craving  after  good, 
If  not  by  men — by  angels  understood, 
Who  catch  the  spark  to  feed  celestial  fires. 

No  heedless  word,  no  thoughtless  smile  or  song, 
But  turns  us  to  the  darkness  or  the  light. 
That  either  binds  us  closer  to  the  Right, 
Or  lends  a  missile  to  the  powers  of  Wrong. 

What  is  God's  law  but  a  command  to  win 
All  blessings  in  the  shortest,  surest  way  ? 
From  Him  no  punishment,  no  Death ;  we  slay 
Ourselves,  and  meet  the  aaguish  with  the  sin. 

Wherever  is  divergence  from  the  Right 
There  spring  Deformity,  Discord  and  Death, 
Offshoots  of  Evil  warring  with  the  breath 
Of  harmony,  which  from  the  Central  Light 


Would  spread  a  ring  inviolate  to  span 
Not  man's  world  only,  but  the  teeming  sky 
And  subtly  blend  into  vast  unity 
The  Laws  of  Nature  with  the  Acts  of  Man. 
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WORSHIP. 


Oh  !  God  !  Thine  Essence  penetrates  the  soul 

Of  him  whose  heart  is  ready  to  extol 

Thy  goodness  and  Thy  grandeur  !  Far  above 

Those  sects  art  Thou,  which  bar  men  from  Thy 
love  ; 

Those  erring  creeds,  entwined  about  the  heart 

In  youth,  before  its  own  true  instincts  start, 

And  when  'tis  yet  so  tender  that  a  breath 

Can  sway  it  earthwards  from  the  Truth  to  Death  ! 

Yet  not  to  Death — Thou  can'st  not  let  us  die 

For  yielding  to  the  pressure  that  must  lie 

On  youth,  when  subtle  error  drags  its  weight 

Upon  the  young  Life  budding  to  its  fate  ! 

Not  die  Eternally  !  though  it  may  be 

Long  ere  our  misled  spirits  come  to  thee ; 


Long  ere  we  find  Thee,  straining  through  the  haze 

Of  laws  perverted,  till  our  tortured  gaze 

Is  blind;    long  ere  we  reach  Thee  through  the 
crowd 

Of  stars  spread  round  Thee  like  a  golden  cloud ; 

Yet  surely  finding  Thee,  for  Thou  art  there, 

And  to  the  soul  that  knows  Thee — everywhere ! 
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TRANSLATION    OF    "THE    SWALLOW 

FROM 

T.    GROSSI'S    "MARCO     VISCONTI." 


Why,  swallow,  on  my  prison  bars 
Is  tliy  sad  note  each  morning  heard  ? 
What  would'st  thou  tell  me  in  thy  song. 
Thou  gentle  swallow,  wandering  bird? 

Ai't  thou  neglected  and  alone, 
Abandoned  by  a  faithless  mate, 
And  do'st  thou  join  thy  tears  to  mine 
On  seeing  me  disconsolate  ? 

Weep  on  then,  swallow,  wandering  bird, 

On  prison  bars  one  instant  rest, 

For  I,  unhappy  and  alone, 

With  friendship  view  thy  feathered  breast. 
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Soon  softly  skimming  o'er  the  hill 
Thou' It  fill  the  free  air  with  thy  sighs, 
The  live-long  day  with  plaintive  note 
His  name  thou'lt  waft  unto  the  skies. 

Ah  !  could  I  also  !    .     .     .  but  this  cell 
So  low,  so  narrow,  bids  me  stay 
Where  from  the  ever  blessed  sun 
There  never  came  one  genial  ray, 

Whence  exiled  is  the  air  of  heaven, 
And  whence  my  song  is  scarcely  heard 
Within  the  forests  and  the  fields. 
Where  free  thou  singest,  wandering  bird. 

September  speedily  will  come, 
Precursor  of  the  winter  time. 
And  even  now  do' at  thou  prepare 
Thy  journey  to  a  milder  clime  ; 
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Far  distant  countries  wilt  thou  see, 
New  hills  and  oceans  wilt  thou  greet, 
Thou  gentle  ever  wandering  bird, 
With  salutation  wild  and  sweet ; 

But  I,  alas  !  on  every  mom 

Re-opening  my  eyes  to  tears, 

From  hopeful  dawn  to  drear  sunset 

Shall  dream  thy  note  still  greets  mine  ears. 

Where'er  thou  art  thy  pitying  song 
Will  ever  echo  in  my  breast, 
But  when  with  spring  thou  do'st  return 
A  cross  will  mark  my  place  of  rest. 

When  swallow,  rings  the  evening  bell, 
Then  let  thy  plaintive  note  be  heard ; 
Fold  thy  soft  wings  upon  my  grave, 
And  chant  my  requiem,  wandering  bird. 
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THE  LAPIDARY'S  DAUGHTER. 


The  stricken  flints  are  flashing, 
The  patient  lathe  is  clashing, 

In  weirdly  monotone, 
Whilst  o'er  the  surging  water 
The  Lapidary's  daughter 

Is  gazing  forth  alone. 

The  flowing  tide  advances, 
The  waste  of  water  glances 

With  reflex  from  the  skies, 
Whilst  in  the  shadowy  distance 
Some  visionry  existence 

Has  charmed  the  maiden's  eyes. 

She  sees  those  wondrous  treasurea 
Predicted  midst  the  pleasures 
Of  New  Jerusalem, 
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Whose  miglity  walls  are  shiniBg 
With,  pearls  and  gems  combiBing 
Like  one  vast  diadem. 

And  from  the  Heavenly  towers 
The  jewels  fall  in  showers 

Upon  the  wondering  sea, 
The  jasper — redly  gleaming — 
The  onyx — darkly  beaming — 

And  pale  chalcedony. 

The  billows,  onward  bounding, 
With  rnshing  echoes  sounding 

Tumultuous  and  sweet. 
Advance  to  where  the  daughter 
Stands  gazing  o'er  the  water, 

And  lay  them  at  her  feet. 
•  *  *  * 

Where  sea  and  sky  are  blended, 
Whence  surging  never  ended, 

Comes  echoing  to  the  shore ; 
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The  same  unceasing  motion 
Propels  the  restless  ocean 
For  ever,  evermore ! 

But  never  'cross  the  water, 
The  Lapidary's  daughter 

Shall  send  her  dreams  again, 
For  she  has  gained  the  Towers 
Whence  fell  the  jewelled  showers 

Upon  the  mystic  main  ! 
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THE    ISLANDS    OF    SCILLY. 


Dimly  they  rise  in  fantastical  forms, 
Calmly  and  proudly  defying  the  storms, 
Distant  at  noon,  seeming  nearer  towards  night, 
Now  vague  and  shadowy,  now  bathed  in  light. 

Marking  the  confines  of  sweet  Lyonesse, 
Land  of  knight-errant  and  fairy  princess, 
Mystical  bounds  of  that  sea-buried  land. 
Lingering,  enchanted,  alone  on  the  strand. 

Flashing  and  changing,  now  purple,  now  grey, 
Now  golden  hued  and  now  fading  away; 
Lost  in  the  rays  which  their  title  have  won. 
Islands  of  Sulleh,  or  Isles  of  the  sub. 
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Often  at  sunset,  against  the  red  sky, 
Weirdly  retracing  their  past  majesty, 
Fanciful  outlines  of  Palace  and  Dome 
Rise  in  faint  shadow  amidst  the  sea  foam. 


KOTE. — The  Scilly  Isles  are  supposed  to  mark  the  confines  Of  the 
Bubmerged  land  of  Lyonesse,  the  enchanted  land  of  fable,  and  as 
the  golden  light  of  the  setting  sun  throws  out  their  picturesque 
forms  in  dark  relief,  the  imaginative  spectator  can  trace  in  their 
grotesque  shapes  some  fanciful  resemblance  to  the  domes  and 
battlements  of  a  fair  city. 
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THE      CHIMES. 


"  Children,  what  say  the  Chimes 
In  their  melodious  rhymes  ?  " 

"  Gaily  they  seem  to  say, 
Children  play,  children  play." 

'*  Maiden,  translate  to  me 
What  the  bells  say  to  thee  " — 

"  Live  and  love,  live  and  love, 
Happy  here  and  above." 

"  Youth,  in  thy  manhood's  prime. 
How  readest  thou  the  chime  ?  " 
Rise  to  the  valiant  strife, 
Fight  the  great  fight  of  life." 

"  Old  man,  pray  tell  me  how 
Those  chimes  interpret' st  thou  "- 

"  Softly  they  seem  to  say. 
Life  is  passed — come  away." 
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A    GOLDEN    WEDDING. 


Fifty  times  the  earth  has  spun 

In  untiring  motion, 
Circling  her  alluring  sun 

With  unchecked  devotion ; 
Ever  vowed  to  change  her  mien 

As  his  moods  determine, 
Fifty  times  she's  smiled  in  green, 

Fifty  frowned  in  ermine, 
Since  a  maiden's  hand  was  caught 

In  those  golden  fetters, 
Forged  by  Vulcan  when  he  taught 

Cupid  his  love-letters. 
Childrens'  childrens'  voices  sing 

Half  a  century's  story ; 
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What  was  but  a  wedding  ring 

Brightens  to  a  glory. 
Fancy  sees  it  shine  above, 

Like  a  halo  spreading, 
Round  the  pair  who,  joined  by  love. 

Keep  their  Golden  Wedding. 
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EPITAPH     FOR    A    DOG. 


A  little  life  of  love  and  trust — 

A  handful  of  unanswering  dust ! 

Is  this  thy  end,  my  faithful  friend  ? 
No  !  Truly,  as  afBection  gives 
A  glory  to  whatever  lives, 

Thy  life — ^thy  pain — were  not  in  vain. 

Then  with  the  truths  that  cannot  die, 

Record  a  dog's  fidelity ! 
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THE    CARNIVAL. 

OF 

185  9. 


The  Corso  haa  gained  a  voice  and  shouts 
In  spasms  of  lawless  mirth, 
And  tangled  with  every  hue  appears 
A  rainbow  enticed  to  earth. 

Each  balcony,  arch,  and  sepia  wall, 
Red  hangings  of  cloth  o'ercast. 
As  Carnival  tempts  old  Rome  to  smile 
And  seem  to  forget  Her  Past. 

Suspended  above  each  winding  street 
Blue  banners  of  sky  unfold. 
And  Carnival  sunshine  pelts  the  earth 
With  showers  of  dazzling  gold. 
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Gay  flowers  drop  down  in  tinted  clouds 
Like  rain  through  a  beam  of  light ; 
Camellia  and  rose  shed  all  the  blood 
That  stains  the  fantastic  fight. 

The  maskers  grotesque  seem  shadowy 
throngs 

From  nations  of  Time  unknown, 

Re-called  by  a  spell  for  this  brief  hour 

To  joys  that  were  once  their  own  ! 

How  sweet  unto  them  their  long-lost  earth, 
The  jubilant  light  and  glow  ! 
What  ecstasy  thrills  with  frenzied  glee 
These  shades  of  the  world  below  ! 

How  madly  they  leap,  and  laugh,  and  shout  ! 

Their  choruses  rend  the  air, 

Like  frantic  refrains  in  echo  caught 

By  merriment  from  despair  ! 
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FAITH. 

There  is  an  ecstasy  of  Faith 

That  only  glows  through  pain, 

As  there's  no  moonbeam  without  night, 

No  rainbow  without  rain, 

Which  asks  not  for  the  river's  source, 

But  follows  where  it  goes, 

That  ever  yearns  towards  the  sun, 

Not  questioning  whence  he  rose. 


FRAGMENTS. 


There  is  in  Life  some  point  indefinite 

That  ne'er  seems  gained,  and  yet  we  kno"w  'tis 

passed, 
When  all  the  looking  forward  of  the  soul 
Is  changed  to  looking  back  ! 


Life's  Pilgrims !  struggling  to  attain  some  shrine 
Of  Faith — Love — Liberty — or  whate'er  Truth 
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Or  small,  or  great,  the  soul  has  strength  to  grasp 
By  which  to  raise  itself  from  Earth  to  Heaven ; 
Unsatisfied — in  that  the  End  is  seen, 
Not  here  but  there. 


From  the  far  distant  purple  horizon, 

Where  the  mountains  are  shrinking:  from  sisrht. 

And  seem  to  press  nearer  together, 

And  tremble  at  touch  of  the  night, 

An  echo  comes  plaintively  stealing, 

A  fragment  of  harmony  cast 

From  soft  minor  chords  that  still  vibrate 

Through  life  from  the  touch  of  the  past. 


T'was  once  thought  quite  undignified 
for  Poets  to  make  money  ; 

They  lived  on  Mount  Parnassus  or 
Hymettus,  eating  honey, 
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Which  with  the  essence  of  the  bays 

bestowed  by  public  fiat, 
Was  thouo-ht  enough  and  no  one  cared 

to  give  them  change  of  diet. 
But  times  are  changed — the  world  at  last 

is  coming  to  its  senses, 
Now  Pegasus  is  fed  and  paid 

his  travelling  expenses ! 
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